224                               BOOTS AND SADDLES.
was easy to go to extremes when the resources were so limited for a variety in our life. My own blood rose to lava heat when I found people twitting one another on unpleasant facts, and a smile of ridicule circulating. It was too great a triumph for the teaser to stir up wrath though, and the life was a lesson of constant self-control. Certainly it was excellent discipline, and calculated to keep one's self-confidence within bounds. It was the same sort of training that members of a large family have, and they profit by the friction, for they are rarely so selfish and exacting as only children usually are.nd they all rode up there to halt again. The old Hans stood on his steps as they approached and wafted them away, at the same, time reiterating, by way of emphasis, u Gentlc-nu'iis, I have no objections to your coming in, but the old lad}* she kicks agin it." After that I could not raise the mildest protest; against any plan but that those mischievous brothers would exclaim pathetic-ally, and in a most tormenting tone, "What a good time we might have; if the old lady didift kick agin it." Sometimes the, mildest and quietest one of us all would be called bv some, appellation so suggestive of ruffianism and bloodshed that, it; was tin; extreme of the ridiculous to HhMM'iate the person and the name together. For in-Htan<*<% tint best regulated and leant sensational one would find himself addressed as "Shaekmisty Bill, or the Sinewy Slayer of tint Ghostly Guleh." Another, always Inclined to gloom, was given a rousing slap on the back an his good-morning, and a hearty "How are you. Old Skull and (JroSH-bonesf' No one escaped. I used to think the joking was carried too far sometimes, but ity,                    1
